It was late when George got home after leaving Beatrice ; he had only just time to dress before dinner, and Mrs. Lester had begun to fidget when he came in. His jubilant frame of mind had lasted all through his walk home, and it dwelt with him now. He was cheerful beyond his wont; conversed gaily with Edith, and even sustained a tolerably animated conversation with his sister.
He talked partly to keep himself from thinking ; his mind dwelt persistently on one subject alone, and if he had been silent he must have become absorbed in thoughts of the scene he had witnessed such a short time ago ; so he talked to keep himself free.
When the ladies left him, and the need for keeping up appearances was over, his face relaxed ; he leaned back;in his arm-chair and went over everything once again in his mind.
He sat longer than usual over his wine, not emptying his glass even, but thinking thoughts which made him alternately smile There was a somewhat lengthy silence, during which Mrs. Lester was digesting this intelligence. She knew when her brother had made up his mind so that she could not shake him ; she knew the exact point to which opposition might be safely carried, and she was aware it had now. been reached, so she was silent; and before anyone else had spoken, George rose from his leaning attitude against the mantelpiece, and left the room. A minute later they heard the study-door close behind him.
Edith had listened to all this with breathless attention and interest.
She could have listened for ever, and she was sorry when Mr. Murray put an end to the discussion by leaving the room.
Mrs. Lester, when the restraint of her brother's presence was withdrawn, showed one of her worst moods, and bullied Edith, until the girl was glad to go to her room rather earlier than usual.
( To be continued.)
